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moderator
rev. ames e.

donnelly, s.m.

Dear Max,

If you have been watching television
lately, you have noticed that our new

show, Jellio Playhouse, is going fat guns.
You being an old buddy, I thought I
would let you in on the reapings and
give you the chance to write upascript
for us. We present classics in modern
form so that our audience can figure
out what’s coming off. Also, it helps
the ratings. This means cowboy stories.
We have an idea on the ground here,
but it won’t take off. See if you can
dress up “Beowulf”? enough to appeal
to the outside.
Yours truly,

Hal
Dear Hal,
I have gone down to the library and

have gotten a copy of Classics Comic
Book. “Beowulf” isn’t a western. There

are dragons and monsters in the story.
Besides, this character Beowulf swings
a sword. How do you figure this to be
a western?
Yours truly,
Max
Max,

I had more confidence in your imagination. There are horses in the story,
aren’t there? What more do you need?
So. Beowulf carries a sword. Maybe he
is eccentric. How should I know? This

wasn’t my idea in the first place. You
figure it out.
Hal
Hal,

Now I see why this story never got
off the ground.
Max
Max,

Try hard. The producer is on my
back, Jellio wants their story fast. Fudge
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the story upa little. Who reads classics,
anyways?

Hal

settle down. Presumably with the daughter. Hrothgar is all for this. Much
suspense builds up to the showdown.
Oh, hell. I’m going to bed.

Hal,

I have finally gotten ahold of something. There is this rancher Hrothgar,
see. He builds a monstrous bunkhouse
for his cowpokes. It is fabulous. It covers
a halfacre. Cowpokes from all around
bunk down there. Other ranchers start

losing their men because their cowpokes
are not satisfied with their crummy old
bunkhouses. Everybody goes to Hrothgar’s. One of the other ranchers gets
mad, This is Grendel. He raids the
bunkhouse and shoots all the cowpokes.
If he can’t have them, nobody can. They

leave. Grendel stays. Big sweat. Hrothgar can’t move him out. How does it
sound?
Max
Max,

It sounds like good. Except Grendel.
He sounds like a girl. Can’t you call
him something else? What else happens?
Hal
Hal,

How about BART Grendel? That
sounds good and tough. As for the rest
of the story, we'll cut some of the original out. Our hero, B. O. Woof, arrives

Max
Max,

Please don’t stop! Jellio likes that
fantastic switch of not being a U. S.
Marshal. Continue!
Hal
Hal,

The nuts with Jellio. I’m doing this
for sheer art’s sake. So B. O. Woof
finally storms into the bunkhouse, gunning for Bart Grendel. Bart Grendel
empties his gun on B. O., but happily
(?) misses. B. O. Woof tosses his guns

away. Pearl-handled, yet. He snarls, ‘““Ah
don’t need no shootin arns to take care
of the likes of you, Bart Grendel!!” Big
fight. You know, tables breaking and
chairs busting off their sombreroes.
That’s as far as I’ve gotten. Don’t know
what to do with the daughter.
Max
Max,

Jellio raves about your story. Should
win an Emmy. They like the way you
shortened it and still kept the true
meaning in. Bart Grendel now sounds

on the scene. He is a rough hombre,
but has a heart of Jellio, so to speak.
He makes out with rancher Hrothgar’s

like sufficiently mean, But they object
to your interpretation of Beowulf. They

daughter. Everybody thinks that B. O.

audience think of deodorant instead of

Woof is a U. S. Marshal in disguise.
But (get this) he isn’t. He is just out
or the loot. Hrothgar has offered a
reward for anyone who clears Bart
Grendel out of the bunkhouse. B. O.
Woof wants the zoop-de-oop. But he
isn’t greedy. He wants the cash so he
can start his own ranch in Montana and

claim B. O, Woof might make their
Jellio pudding. Fix this up.
Hal
Hal,
Glad Jellio likes it. As matter of fact,

I surprised myself. This is a great idea
of revamping moldy old classics so that
modern people can understand it. It

gives me visions of doing a great civic
deed. I am very proud to have this
opportunity. We will call Beowulf, Bay

O’Wolfe. Oke?
Max

. andthe rainscame”

Max,

Wonderful. Where’s the rest of the
story?
Hal

HARRIET AMMANN

Hal,

Some brat tore the last twenty seven
pages out of my Classics.
Max

The rain drizzles down reluctantly,
as if, though it must, it dreads to fall.
It runs off ruins in great tears, and

gathers in small puddles to share its
sadness. It carries loads from every life

Max,

Jellio likes the whole thing so much
that they are thinking of making a
series out of it. Better leave a hanging
ending on it. I agree with you, by the
way. It is a great feeling to know that
you are bringing new knowledge to the
world’s masses,
Hal
Hal,

The finished script is on the way. In
the end, Bay O’Wolfe leaves, promising
to be back, and goes off to find his
dream ranch. I have worked in a tremendous heart-rending scene at the end
when Bay, torn and bleeding, says good-

and heart and is weighed down under
them. It falls from a gray heaven, slowly, sadly, steadily.

The rain beats down exultantly,
fiercely. Old trees bow low before its
youthful strength. With gay abandon it
washes dust and grime and dirt from
factories. It takes bites from mountains
and spits them into valleys. It beats on
old pavements and new streets, leaving

them scoured, shining.

bye to Brigette (the daughter), but re-

fuses to kiss her because he doesn’t want
to “spoil her beauty with the stains of
huh? If this deal about continuing it

The rain caresses the gentle green
folds of the earth. Lovingly it runs over
brown fields and gray hillsides. Softly,

violence.” His lip is bleeding, see. Great,
as a series doesn’t pan out, tell Jellio

like a mother, it tucks its children

that I’ve got a real blaster for “Julius
Caesar” that should be completely dy-

among blossoms with a soft lullaby. Joy-

namic. Incidentally, this civic pride is

the sun.”

fine, but where’s my check?
Max

ously, it reassures, “After me, always,

R. ANTONICK

“Willie” was a poor name for him,
for the name connotes a certain puppydoggish warmth and affection, and there
was certainly nothing warm or affectionate about him. He was an out-andout derelict, a refugee among garbage
cans and sewers, a parasitic organism
living off the trash of the city. But, the
name was derived from his christened
name and people (those few who admitted knowing him) called him,
“Willie.” So, he was Willie.

A name was neatly all he could claim.
He had an incredibly filthy shirt, a
ragged jacket, and a pair of ruined

trousers. Also, he possessed an_ everlasting gnawing hunger and a pair of
hot, blistered feet. This latter condition
he was attempting to alleviate by

no part of the stranger, and went back
to folding his newspapers.
The stranger hesitated as he passed,
furrowed his brow, then averted his
eyes

and

continued

on his joggling,

tinkling way.
And Willie laughed bitterly inwards.
Stingy louse, he thought. Stingy as hell.
So stingy he gets a pang of remorse

every time he passes someone who needs
his stinking, jingling money more than
he does. I know you, Willie spat. I know
everyone of you, and he sprawled out

on the curb to sleep in the noon day
sun.
*
*
*
It was one of those mornings. You
wake up with your head all bloated up
like a balloon and your ears a mile
apart and the room twitching around
like a convulsing sparrow. So you take

his pocket tinkled. A cursory glance was

a couple aspirins and a cup of coffee
and after awhile you figure you might
be able to last out the day if everybody
leaves you alone. But then you remember you have to get your butt down
there to Philosophy class and sure
enough you have used up all your cuts

enough to satisfy Willie. He wanted

cor it so you can’t skip because you'll

wrapping newspapers around his feet
when the stranger came into his line
of vision.
The stranger walked as though he
had a full stomach. With each step, his

fatty jowls quivered, and the coins in
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get dropped if you do and you need
those credits. So there you are, nursing
one helluva hangover and listening to
some damn crank and wishing he would
drop dead so you could get out of there
earlier,
Prof. W. Jonathon Coyle continued
to drone on and Harold McMahon continued to hold his head and conjure
malicious thoughts.
Philosophy, as concerned Harold, was
a magnificent bore and a colossal waste

Coyle was saying, “. . . fact remains
that there is no ‘present’ in reality.
There is just the past and the future.
Every word I have spoken is now in
the past. Even the words I am now
speaking, while supposedly in the
‘present’, are now in the past, because

I have spoken them .. .”
No, not that. Something else. Something more radical, coaxed Harold.
“. , . thus, if the only reality is considered to be in the present, then, be-

of time. Teaching it, he decided, was a

cause there is no such thing as the

spongy way to makea living.

present,

A fly. crept across his text book.
Harold watched it, idly speculating as
to the purpose the insect might have
for rubbing its hind legs together. The
words of Prof, Coyle had the penetrating
ability of spit against case-hardened

ALY 2 ae
Come one, come all, you degenerate
old codger, Give!
“, . . we cannot discount reality; we
all feel and see things. But we cannot
feel nor see God. We can only comprehend him. And comprehension is only

steel.

Harold peered at his watch. Twenty
minutes to go. Lord. Now what? Some
character in the front row is asking a
question. Good for you. Get yourself a
fat grade. See if I care.
Coyle is putting down his notes. Good
for him. He’s going to try to use his
own mouldy brain, for a change. Coyle
starts talking in that nasal, whining
voice of his. What’s he saying? Who
cares?

The fly concluded its mysterious rubbings and flew off, landed on a blonde’s

pony tail. The blonde swiped it off.
Harold fixed his gaze on the girl’s nape.
Nice, he thought, but felt too miserable
to let his thoughts amplify on the subject. Drop dead, Coyle. Let’s get out of
here.

He blinked. Something had struck an
awake chord in him. Something Coyle

had said. What was it? Harold pulled
his head up and reorganized his failing
attention.

there

is,

likewise,

no

real-

a dream, a perfumed memory. We, on
the other hand, can feel and see our-

selves. We exist. We can kill ourselves
or we can choose to go on living . . .”
That’s close, that’s close!

“We are our own Gods. We choose
our own paths...”
That’s it! exclaimed Harold silently.
Start undermining religion and you
start talking yourself right into an early
grave!

He chortled, hastily scribbling

notes.
“. . when the world realizes that we,

and we alone, govern our lives, then

will the world be ready for peace. As it
is, the world is too busy worshiping a
thousand gods; money, patriotism, ideals,

governments...”
Great! Harold nearly howled triumph-

antly. Drop dead, Coyle!
*

*

*

Dean Smathers pyramided his fingers
pensively and peered through the re(Continued on Page 20)

“mere madness.” However, the general

DOLORES COMBERT

Poetry has been defined as the imaginative expression of truth, beauty, and

goodness for the purpose of evoking
a noble emotion. Again, “poetry is the
record of the best and happiest moments
of the happiest and best minds.” In
reference to these two definitions, can

modern poetry per se be considered
poetry? Generally, no; spcifically, yes,
sometimes,

There can be no denial of the fact
that the attitudes, the values, the phi-

losophy of mankind are formulated and
promoted in print. What is the trend
of printed matter today, or to present
this essay’s theme, what is the trend in

poetry? The trend seems to be revolution—revolution against the traditional
forms, rhymes, and rhythms, against the

traditional sentence formation and
punctuation, against the very expression of truth, beauty, and goodness, or

worse yet, a perversion of these concepts.
Today, poets appeal not to man’s
reason—or his intellectual and_ stable
emotional desire for beauty, but to his
imagination and his animal senses. Now
if poetry is a sign or symbol or prediction of mankind’s philosophy, then
we must say mankind is bitter, pessimistic, materialistic, and sensual.

The critics’ reactions to Ezra Pound’s
first publications were varied, some admiring them and others calling them

consensus was that the world was not
ready for him, Ezra Pound grew in
popularity as did many other poets
following and promoting his cult of
the irrational. Does this growth in popularity mean that the world is now ready
—that mankind now finds some basis
for reference and identification in modern poetry? We are forced to admit
that it certainly looks like it.
Let’s face it. Values are not supposed
to change but they seem to be changing
because man has gotten the idea that
he originally formulated them. Today
life is not esteemed, sex is not respected,
love is not a “noble emotion.” People
have nothing to cling to because they
think they have torn down the only
thing that they have to cling to—
values—values based on belief in God.
Modern poetry expresses this situation
and mankind finds an escape and almost a pride in its “poetic” presentation.
Instead of reading of man’s “best and
happiest moments,” we read of shrill
grass, of rats overrunninga civilization,
of a “Chieftan Iffucan of Axcan in
caftan,” of the torture of a horse, of

(Continued on Page 22)
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Miss Julie
by THERESE E. GEIS

I cannot recall exactly when or where
I first met Miss Julie. I think I have
known her for as long as I can remember. Looking back into the shadows of
my very earliest memories, I feel that
she has always been there, unchanged
and unchangeable, familiar and dear.
As I grew older I learned in bits and
pieces—a conversation here, a remark

there—the tragic story of her early life;
of her half-orphaned childhood spent in
poverty with a widowed mother, of the
husband who had abandoned her soon
after the birth of her son, of the de-

pression years of work and worry during
which she and her two spinster sisters
fought to keep a roof over their heads—
and a leaky one, at that—and food on
their table. Partly from pity at her
stormy past and partly from affection
for her unfailingly kind and cheerful
personality, grew my unbounded admiration for her indomitable courage.
This courage of hers cannot possibly
arise from physical strength. She is such
a slender slip of a woman, with her

small, thin hands and white skin, that

the adjective courageous seems almost
incongruous when applied to_ her.
Coupled with her frailty is her femininity—a_ fluttery, ruffly, lavenderscented, cameo-pinned, voile - and - lace

femininity of another age. Seeing her
walking erectly home from Mass on a
summer Sunday morning, with her

snow-white hair piled in a silken cloud

beneath her wide black hat, with every
ruffle and pleat neatly in place on her
“good” blue silk dress, one would never
know her for the sturdy tower of strength
that she is.
When she realized at last that her
husband had no intention of returning
to her, she wasted no time in useless

self-pity but promptly busied herself in
gathering up the pieces of her wrecked
home. She held a consultation with her
two sisters and as a result left her small
flat and moved into the old family
home with them. To augment their
meager income she took in sewing and
worked late into many a night. When
her doctor warned her to take more
rest as a precaution against physical
breakdown, she listened politely—Miss
Julie would behave politely to Satan
himself, I believe—briskly tore up his
expensive prescription, fortified herself

with an enormous bottle of some evilsmelling tonic, and accepted _half-adozen additional sewing orders. I vensured some admiring remark about her
bravery once when she casually referred
to those years in a conversation with
me, and she said surprisedly, “What

else was there to do? I had me baby
to look after. Besides, I never had time

enough for a breakdown.” She continues to take occasional nips of the
tonic to this day—her “nervous medicine”, she calls it solemnly.
Maybe her Irish ancestry has something to do with this amazing vitality
of hers. She has that dry, snapping wit

and unfailing resourcefulness in the
blackest situations that are peculiarly

Irish. When faced with the appallingly
huge task of paying for her son’s education as a priest, she solved the prob-

lem by paying a call on the rector of
the seminary and laying her situation
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before him, to the horror of her son

in beseeching Him. Actually, she does

who would probably have preferred bypassing the seminary to accepting charity. But she did not ask for charity—
not Miss Julie! She merely pointed out

not beseech God in her prayers; she
speaks to Him as one sensible person

to the rector (as she told me herself one

day years later) that she was perfectly
capable of doing her part in helping
her son through the seminary, but it
might take just a bit longer than usual
to do so, The rector, undoubtedly recognizing true humility when he saw it,

agreed, Looking at Miss Julie’s snapping
blue eyes, firm mouth, and upright carriage, he would not have dared to suggest charity. Her missionary son’s complete and utter devotion to his mother
must be reward enough and more for
the sacrifices she must have made to
help him attain his goal.
Nothing upsets Miss Julie for long.

to another, with an air of conviction

that her request is so necessary that God
could not possibly consider the idea of
denying her. The very manner of her
prayers—said on her knees, squarely
erect, with many brisk rattlings of her
rosary beads, punctuating each Ave with
a firm little nod of her head—must, I
think, afford Almighty God a great deal
of loving amusement. Seeing her as she
kneels soberly in church, I can almost
hear her saying, ‘““Now then, good Lord,

I need help down here right away and
no nonsense!” ‘The most surprising part
of all about her prayers is that they
are invariably granted.
Miss Julie’s house is Miss Julie: oldfashioned, lace-curtained, always immac-

when this happens she relieves her feelings by scrubbing the floors of her
house. In her lifetime I think Miss Julie
must have scrubbed miles of floors. She
behaved as usual outwardly during the
severe illness and hospitalization of one
of her sisters and seemed quite herself
when I stopped by to pass the time of

ulate. The walls are hung with dozens
of yellowed pictures of long-dead relatives; the furniture is heavy and dark,
always polished, full of innumerable
small drawers and pigeonholes containing all kinds of delightful treasures
(Miss Julie hates to throw anything
away—“You never know but what a
day might come when I'd be needin’
it’); the rugs are thick and generously
splashed with gaudy roses and vines
(Miss Julie detests “modern design” in
furniture); the kitchen is always warm
and steamy and smells faintly of fresh
bread; a plaster statue of the Virgin

day with her, but I noticed that her

Mary with one finger missing stands

She faces war and the rumors of war,
death,

illness,

the

atom

bomb,

out-

rageous food prices, bad weather, and
her own occasional attacks of rheumatism with the same unvarying calm. Now
and then, however, events become too
difficult even for her to handle, and

hall floor gleamed with cleanliness.
She battles her problems with some-

boldly in the living room on an old
wooden plant stand, surrounded by a

ity. When Miss Julie prays, I have every

corolla of vigil lights, one for each of
Miss Julie’s and her sisters’ current
major “intentions”.
Her sisters now hold excellent posi-

faith in the world that God listens with

tions and share their income willingly

fully as much attention as she expends

(Continued on Page 22)

thing else besides physical labor. She
prays. And here, I think, must lie the

secret of her amazing courage and vital-

by VERVE COPNOMEN

It had been a mistake and it was too
flagrant a price to pay for a hamburger.
They had barely left the Drive-in when
he had had his arms around her and
now, was jamming his stiff mouth
against hers. She turned her face and
arched her head back.
“That’s all,” she said coldly. “Take
me home.”
Hobarth blinked twice, _ blankly.
“Well, heck, I thought .. .”
“You thought wrong,”

Robin said,

shoving him away. “Now, take me back.”
Hobarth grunted and moved over to
his side of the seat. “Hell, I can get a
dozen women anytime I want them.’”
Which meant, Robin supposed,

that

she was being a fool for passing up such
an opportunity. She made no answer
and Hobarth drove brokenly, constantly
braking and accelerating.
He was sullen and brooding when he
finally arrived at her house. Robin
stepped out wordlessly and Hobarth
gunned away, leaving her in a jerking
cloud of dust and gravel.
She watched his taillights diminish
down the street, then turned and walked

in the opposite direction. It was much
too early to go to bed and even if it
was not, she knew she would not be

able to sleep with the mounting feeling
of disgust in her,
Every girl dreams of the mythical
shining knight and the ecstatic paradise
he brings. Occasionally, she thinks she
has found him, only to have her dreams
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come shattering down in her “shining
knight’s’” car, All the beauty, all the
warmth, suddenly vanishes under a pair
of groping hands.
She walked slowly down the street,
hearing the juke box screaming at the
hangout, and wondering why every male
seemed to transform into a slavering

octopus the moment he directed his car
down some dusty road. Sex seemed to
be the apex of the pointed minds. No:
that she was afraid of sex; she was quite
capable of going as far as anyone else.
But clawing, sweltering, raw—that kind
of sex she could not bear.
Perhaps, she thought, it would be
best to stop wishing and simply give in
to the first man that was not overly
repulsive. Perhaps she should stop
dreaming and accept what her mother
had said about all men being the same.

this told her two things about the
stranger. He obviously was a friend of
Shag’s, for Shag would listen to no person if he did not know him personally.
Secondly, because she had never seen
him before in the hangout and because

all of Shag’s usual friends steadfastly
inhabited the Room since Shag had
opened it, the stranger was of a breed

other than the noisy, boisterous crowd
which circled about Shag.
Robin knew Shag. He was barely out
of his teens and was as easy to predict
as a head-on collision. His emotions
and moods were instantly portrayed on
his face. She knew Shag, and the
stranger’s difference intrigued her.
Shag was asking, “How long do you
plan to be in town, Case?”

filled with the same crowd. The noise
was a conglomeration of juke box and
teenaged laughter. The crowd contained

Case, the stranger, shrugged slightly.
“A week or two.” He was doodling on
the bar top. As Robin watched, Shag’s
image came glowering out of the lines.
So he’s an artist, Robin thought. I’ve
always wanted to meet an artist.

the same faces, the same names. She
said, “Hello,” and “Hi,” to most of them

ring finger, smiled inwardly. There was

Shag’s Room was, as usual, noisy and

as she entered and walked to the soft
drink cooler.
There was someone new at the end of
the fountain bar, a person apart from

the hilarity around him. He was talking to Shag, so quietly as to be nearly
inaudible, and, from the way Shag was
intently hanging on each word, appeared to advising him as to how he
could improve the hangout.
Shag nodded, grinned, and laughed.
He had opened the teenage gathering
place a month previously and had consistently run it the way he had seen fit.
Now, he was frowning and nodding as
the stranger whispered.
To Robin, who had madea practice
of gauging a man’s thoughts beforehand,

She studied him, noticed his naked
a fuzziness about him, a sort of softness
to his features and his actions. His
clothes, his hair, his voice — nothing
about him seemed forceful or artificial.
Yet, because the softness was so omni-

present, it seemed to be a planned effect.
Shag leaned over the bar and inspected the sketch. “Jeez,” he exclaimed,
“you’re only good, Case!’ He grinned
at Case and his eyes glittered. And

Robin suddenly realized that Shag beheld the stranger with a cock-eyed form
of hero worship.
Robin drank her coke, sipping it and

puzzling about the newcomer. More
than ever before, she wanted to date
him. Nora caught her watching him and
(Continued on Page 23)
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by J. J. TRIPP
Samuel Johnson, the bombastic but
erudite literary dictator of the eighteenth
century, once wrote that anyone to
whom nature has given less than his

quota of sense, and who is too lazy to
earn an honest living, may make quite
a name for himself as a critic. He might
have added that one who is particularly
dull and idle may even presume to
criticize other critics, It should be clear
that I disagree with the good doctor’s
estimate of the critic.
A critic, no matter what he passes

judgment on—be it books, television
programs, food, or fashions—is not
stupid and lazy; he is merely a man
who has adopted the correct viewpoint
on viewpoints. There is nothing that a
critic can criticize that does not admit
of at least two viewpoints; this is the
very essence of criticism. A critic is
one who clearly perceives that his viewpoint is right, and who goes a step
further than just any intelligent person
and accepts the responsibility of wiping
out the other viewpoints. It is as simple
as that.
I have formulated ten requirements
for a good critic, which I here pass on

to the interested for their own benefit.
1. A good critic must be only slightly
familiar with the subject of his criticism. The only sources of more detailed
information are the writings of others;

and since no one can be altogether
impartial

in

what

he

writes,

these

sources are bound to be tainted with a
variety of opinions, some of them false.

They are therefore to be avoided as
hindrances to the formation of a true

judgment. An open mind is one that
is not full of facts.

2. A good critic must never change

his opinion once he has formed it. The
very essence of his position demands
that he be right in the first place—as
indeed he will be, as long as he always
asserts his own judgment and does not
permit himself to be swayed by evidence
to the contrary. Further, a change in
opinion can ruin the reputation of a
critic, who has an obligation to mankind not to lose their confidence lest
he thereby lose also the opportunity to
guide them.
3. A good critic must not be objective in his judgments. It is the work of
a human being, or of a group of human

beings, that comes under his scrutiny;
it is other human beings that are waiting impatiently for his decision, A
human being is not a mere stereotyped
intellect, but a complex tangle of neuroses,

tensions,

emotions,

and_

repres-

sions. Let the critic judge with his
whole self—let him consult his own
emotions, prejudices, and mental quirks

—if he would pass judgment upon the
work of a man, for the benefit of another man.
4. A good critic must not be hampered in his work by consideration for

the feelings of others. It is his duty to
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assist the masses in forming their own
unbiased judgments, and to _ protect
them from error and charlatanry. If he
permits himself to pull punches out of
consideration for the author ofasilly
novel or the producer of a boring movie,
he not only fails in his duty to his
fellow man, but undermines his _posi-

tion as a reliable authority which, as

we have already seen, must be preserved at all costs.
5. A good critic must not hesitate to
misquote or misrepresent if he can
thereby strengthen his position. If the
critic is right in the first place, surely
any tactics are justifiable in bringing
home the full force of his arguments
to those who trust in him. Moreover,

if the critic is right, his opponent must
be wrong; and the best defense against
falsehood is to proclaim its opposite.
6. A good critic must never give
praise. To extol a movie is to encourage
one’s disciples to attend it; and since
each of them has his own convictions,
at least half of them are certain to dislike it, and lose their faith in the critic.
On the other hand, if a critic condemns

an ill-mannered wretch.

8. The critic must never attempt to
attain proficiency in the field of endeavor on which he passes his judgments. It is to the common man that
he gives the result of his deliberations,
and therefore he must adopt the attitude of the common man. If a piece of
impressionistic clap sculpture seems to
have too small a blob at the end of a
certain elongation,

by all means

the

critic must condemn it outright, as being
off-balance, even though he may know
from personal experience with modeling clay that any bigger blob would
crack the elongation right off.
9. A good critic must always have a
central doctrine on which he bases all
his judgments. In actual practice, the
critic will form his judgment first, and
then by some means establish a connection between it and the fundamental
doctrine he has adopted for his own.
It is obvious that this doctrine must
be extremely versatile, and capable of
broad extension. Some good examples
are, “Art is the expression of what might
be as if it were,” or ““Ihe material makes

a book, only those who do not believe

question that which is right not only
shows himself to be lacking in the
ability to grasp the foundation of the
correct position (thus rendering vain
any attempt at argumentative proof).
but also insults the exponent of the
right views, who would only degrade

the choice of style, but the style makes
the material choice.” The reason for
this central doctrine should be evident—
a man is more likely to be accepted as
an authority if there is in his work some
semblance of consistency. Further, an
underlying principle is a more tangible
entity for one’s followers to defend
against the opposing camp than a mere
collection of disjointed criticisms.
1. The critic must compensate for
experience with handicaps. A man who
spends considerable time in forming
judgments acquires a certain keenness
of perception that sets him above the
common people whose tastes he has

himself by bandying words with such

(Continued on Page 25)

in him will read it, of whom half will

dislike it and forthwith join the ranks
of his followers.
7, A critic must never debase himseif
by defending his position logically. The
critic, as we have said, is one who adopts

the right viewpoint and sets out to destroy all others. Anyone who calls in
)

[an pecupacina,
ee

————
——

P

by JOSEPH HUTZEL
It seldom snows in the south of
Japan, but on this day there were
leisurely whisps of it in the air, and
the November wind was holding its
breath so as not to discourage the silent
visitor. The small fishing village peered
through open doorways and _isinglass
windows to take from its world of toil
a moment’s pleasure in nature. Only a
group of ragamuffin children found the
snow an unsacrosanct entity, and they
laughed and chattered as they ran
among the flakes and tried to catch
them with their tattered gloves. The
novel game was interrupted only briefly
as they stood aside for the young American who approached them. They did
not stop their play because a Caucasian
was a figure of awe; many soldiers from
the nearby army camp came to the
village. It was just that they took great
pleasure in exchanging greetings with
this G.I. known to them as Leo-San.
(From their mouths it came out “RioSan.”) He always took time to bow and
greet them after their own manner. The
boys’ eyes would glint with pride, and
the girls would disintegrate into giggles.
The children were disappointed today, for Leo Newmark noted them merely as animate obstacles which were in
his path and kept his glazed eyes intently upon the serpentine road before
him, Without comment the children
continued their game; they were used
to the weary manner of adults.
Leo too was perturbed by the vagaries
and blind spots of older people, those
who should advise and help the younger.

look at both sides when somebody tells
me his troubles, And that Father
Schmidt. Hell, just because chaplains
get to be officers, they don’t have to
act like those jackasses do. Can’t understand whya priest should be afraid of
a shiny-tailed officer.”
These thoughts were just as disorganized and just as troubled when he tried
to put them into words this morning in
Father Schmidt’s office. Private Newmark impressed the chaplain as being
at times stoic and at others stubbornly
belligerent, and this was a new turn of
events in the usual run of cases that
came into the office. As a general rule
most of the men came there with intense feelings and were easily managed
by a calm, rational approach to their

problems.
This wasn’t the case with Leo; he
stated his business almost dispassionately. “Father, I have come to you for
help,” he said. “I want you to, I mean
I wish you would help me get married.
Yeah, that’s the only way I can show
‘em. That’s what I want. I want to get
married right away, today.”
“Today?” the priest questioned in
surprise.
“You see, Father, they’re gonna send

me to Korea in the morning. Just found
out yesterday afternoon, They’re just
trying to pull a fast one, and I want
to beat them to it.”
“You want to marry a Japanese girl,
I suppose. Well, before I say any more,
I think that I should tell you that I
received a memorandum from Captain
Lever this morning—he’s your adjutant,

“how a twenty-year-old like me knows
more about life than all those wheels,

I believe—informing me of your situation, and also that I could expect a
visit from you.” Father Schmidt took
off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. When

even a priest. Least I know enough to

(Continued on Page 25)

“It’s funny,” he mumbled to himself,
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Three periods can be distinguished
in the history of America’s secondary
school. First came the Latin Grammar

The Need for a
Pre-academic School
By ERIKA PLAUT

Darwin’s theory of evolution, which
originated from research on plants and
animals, has also inspired the investiga-

tion of human traits, The results have
proven the Founding Fathers to be only
partially right in their statement, that

men are created equal. Men have a
great variety of traits, and there is a
wide range in the number and degree
to which these traits are possessed.
The disregard for individual differences often leads to the unrealistic
choice of goals and consequently to conflict and frustration. To uphold their
trust in the Founding Fathers, Americans might emphasize that aspect of
their statement, that proves them right:
the equality of relative needs. After
other needs are satisfied, the ultimate

one has been found to be the need for
self-actualization, or the expression of

the self in the person’s way of life.
To help youth in the satisfaction of

this ultimate goal of self-actualization,
or self-realization as educators call it,
is the expressed purpose of American
education. How this purpose can be
achieved in the secondary school, depends on the student population whom

it serves. The three and one half centuries which have passed since the be-

ginning of the secondary school have
shown drastic changes in this student
population.

School, initiated in Boston in 1635.

Here students were instructed mainly
in classical languages and mathematics,
in preparation for New England’s European-style universities. The second
period is represented by the Academy,
established in Philadelphia in 1751
under the influence of Benjamin Franklin. It offered practical courses, such as
geography, along with academic courses
and catered to students who planned
careers other than medicine, law and

the ministry. The third stage began
with the founding of the first Public
High School in Boston, 1821. Here emphasis is placed on practical, down-toearth education up to age eighteen for
everybody.
In theory, the American public high
school is diversified as to the courses
offered and comprehensive as to the
completeness of the curriculum per
school unit. In practice, most American

high schools are comprehensive only in
so far, as they have to accept every student. The curriculum is diversified, but

it is questionable, whether the choice

af

and quality of courses offered meet all
needs, This is a growing problem, since

the number of years per person spent in

high school, college and graduate school
is continuously increasing, and there is
no assurance,

that most students are

benefited.
When surveying textbooks and observing children in the classroom, one

becomes convinced that American education is fashioned for the mediocre,
with a tendency to reach those somewhat below mediocrity. The academically gifted is ignored and_ therefore
often antagonized. Not being sufficiently
challenged, the gifted child often fails
to develop good study habits. He tends
to present behavior problems, because
his patience is being overtaxed by listening to and writing for slow students. He
might become asocial due to the lack
of congenial classmates and consider
school a restricting, not a stimulating
experience. Paradoxically, the secondary
schoo! does not do justice to the student
for whom it was originally set up: the
future professional man.
In trying to find the root of the
trouble, it might be helpful to trace
American secondary education back to

year at an American college.
In England all children take competitive examinations at age eleven;
only the most capable are sent to the
pre-academic grammar school, the rest
go to a “secondary” school.
In Germany students are prepared
for academic study in three types of
preparatory schools, all of which require
passing of an entrance examination: the
Gymnasium with emphasis on classical
languages, the Realgynasium with equal
stress on languages and science and the
Oberrealgymnasium, where the study of
science predominates, These schools
terminate in an “abiturial exam’’, con-

sisting of a two hour comprehensive

written exam and an oral exam in each
of six subjects. This examination may
also be taken by students who come
from a non-certified school, but for

those the exam is different and harder.
The “abiturial exam” as well as the
French “baccalaureat” and the English
secondary diploma is so selective, that
it grants the bearer entrance into any
European university (i.e., graduate
school), just by registering and paying
a nominal fee.
Russia, as mentioned above, also has

the European continent as well as in
England and Russia has been patterned
after the French model.
The French school system is central-

fashioned education after the French
model, Long before the Revolution of
1917 Russian secondary education was
equivalent to that of western Europe.
Russian students distinguished them-

ized, the Minister of Education, with

selves

cabinet rank, being the head. Courses,
methods, examinations are uniform

Russian scholars and writers have made

its European forerunner. Education on

at

European

universities,

and

level of attainment comparable to that

outstanding contributions. Due to the
revolution, this fine secondary education has been made available to the
academically gifted of all classes.
It is a misconception, that Russian
education is exclusively geared to the
achievement of superiority over the

reached at the end of the sophomore

Western World. Russians have a thirst

throughout France. Entrance into the

secondary schools, colleges and lycees,
depends on the passing of an examination. These secondary schools prepare
for the baccalaureat, which marks a
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for learning and respect for knowledge.
These ingredients must be the basis for
the success of education. The wish to
outdo others cannot furnish the motivation needed for high academic performance. True, in addition to deeper
motives the aim has been professed to
“beat America in the classroom”, espe-

cially in technical and scientific fields.
But the groundwork has been laid at a
time when Russia did not dream of
surpassing America,
In ten years of schooling Russians
complete a more difficult course than
Americans in twelve years and reach
the level attained by European preacademic students as mentioned above.
At the end of ten years examinations
are given, and only the top third qualify
for university study.
Once the university status (i.e. in
America, the graduate status) has been

as to the best program for the gifted,
once they are identified. One possibility
is the so-called enrichment curriculum.
According to this plan, gifted children
are segregated and given a greater variety of courses, while being promoted
at the same rate as other students. Added
courses are: foreign languages, biographies of great men, and units such as
“The Evolution of Common Things”.
Unit studies are carried on by field
trips and individual investigation and
give the children an opportunity to
make comprehensive studies of a topic.
Another approach to the training of
ihe gifted child is that of individual
school acceleration. Extensive studies:
have shown, that the school work of

gifted children is better, if they are promoted according to ability instead of
age. They also continue their education
further, marry earlier, are more success-

reached, professional education seems
to be identical in all countries. The
differences exist in the preparatory education as far as recruitment, selection
and courses are concerned. Since the
European system is more economical in
terms of money and years, it might be

ful in later careers and superior in
health and general adjustment.

worthwhile to examine how it could

ready for their activities, such as dating

be applied in America.

and driving a car. Being smaller than
the others, he might not be eligible for'
an athletic team. Some students are so

The

Stanford-Binet and Wechsler-

Bellevue individual intelligence tests
are common knowledge today. These
valid instruments, in combination with

Yet, there are serious disadvantages
connected with individual acceleration.

The gifted student often develops feelings of social inferiority if, being
younger than his classmates, he is not

sensitive to these temporary handicaps,
that they overemphasize social activities,

it possible to identify the academically
gifted at age ten or earlier. Once identi-

once they are in college, and do unsatisfactory work as a result of it. In
this instance giftedness becomes a

fied, both children and parents should

drawback in high school, since due to

be counseled as to the implications of
a pre-academic program. The counseling

the mediocrity of the group, the gifted

reports from parents and teachers, make

will have to continue after the child
has entered the pre-academic course, so

that his potentials may be cultivated.
Different suggestions have been made

does not gain the approval of his peers.
The

American

national

weakness,

need for group approval, is symbolized
by such weak words as “belonging” and
“togetherness”. If a common purpose
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brings persons together, the need can
become constructive: the gifted should
find the feeling of togetherness where
they belong: in the strictly pre-academic
school,
The blessings of such a procedure
will be manifold. Nothing welds a group
together more effectively than common
interest in challenging work. That
would

be

provided

in

the

program,

which educators have in mind for the
upper 20 per cent. This top group is
expected to take five solid subjects each
semester, besides art, music and indus-

trial arts. More than two full years
should be devoted to the study of
foreign languages. Fifteen to twenty
hours per week are to be spent on homework.

Being segregated for their academic
courses (while homeroom periods and
non-academic courses would be shared
with the general school population in
order to preserve the democratic spirit
of the public school), the gifted children would not only profit from the
more taxing curriculum. They would
also benefit from each other’s company.
Just as animals have been found to
learn from merely being placed in a
maze, without being conditioned by rewards, human beings are subject to “incidental learning’’. This incidental] learn-

ing from associating with persons of
high intelligence, wide interests and a
facility to communicate is necessary for
the potential professional man_ or

tudes, which are prerequisites for an

academic education: preference for professional

careers,

love

for books

and

perseverance in study.
Granted, that there are enough subjects to be taught and enough children
to teach. But there is a pathetic shortage in teachers for the gifted. Pathetic,
because it shows where the emphasis is
placed in this civilization. There are
no limits to money spent on being
mechanized, and beautifully mechanized
at that. But the persons who have it in
their power to form the America of the
future are not highly valued.
Because of poor pay, teaching positions are mostly sought by women, who
don’t have the responsibility of supporting a family. Since women in their
prime of life are busy raising their own
children, teaching positions are left to
those who are too young to be experienced or too old to be vigorous.
Here is another instance where Amer-

ica should look at Europe for an example. European high school teachers
are as well paid and as highly respected
as professional civil servants in this
country. Therefore ambitious, capable

men can afford to make high school

teaching their life’s career.
Competency in his subject is the primary requirement for the teacher of the
gifted. With that comes naturally the
ease and self-assurance, which result in

agreeable attitudes in the classroom. It
is not desirable that the teacher, in order

woman and must begin in childhood

to make students comfortable, put him-

in order to become effective.
Our new world does not have to be
as brave as Aldous Huxley suggests, who
would begin the conditioning of “Alpha
Plus Intellectuals as soon as the foetuses
have lost their tails.” But the process

self on the level of youth, trying to be

has to start early to establish three atti-

a ‘pal’. Instead, he should command

respect and make intellectual demands.

Trying to maintain comfortable and
familiar situations is a poor attempt at

preparing young people for life.
Even the transition from elementary
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is avoided. In a typical “gonsolidated”
American school (that is, where ele-

sion. Trained psychologists lend their
services to those who pay most, and promote their products through the “depthapproach”: first they establish in the

mentary, junior high an@ high school

reader a susceptive attitude, then they

are housed in one huge unit), heterogeneous groups of future seventh
graders trundle leisurely to the junior
high school building, to meet their new
principal and to gain _ confidence
through a chatty interview.
At the same age level, European pre-

create a need for the ware they are to
sell. These needs range from_ beautyaids to grandfather-figures in government.
Somebody has to expose the fraud!
Somebody has to represent the interest
of the victimized public! The defense
must be conducted by persons just as
thoroughly trained as those who commit the attack. The gifted must furnish
a leadership, who rescues America from
“hidden persuaders”, who interprets and
re-educates,
An even greater task is waiting for
an American elite: the task of imaginative leadership. Only persons who have
integrated extensive knowledge and deep
understanding of their own as well as
other cultures can contribute to the
solution of the problems in this complex
world,

school to secondary school is supposed
to be smooth, and the shock of contrast

academic students, selected from various
school districts, have to undergo the

ordeal of an entrance examination in
strange surroundings, where they might
not see a familiar face among the children or adults. They are trained to rely
on themselves, whereas the pampered
American student has to be counseled
all along his educational life to adjust
to stress situations.
With the intent to make youth feel
at ease, a process of degeneration is being furthered. Living organisms need a
certain degree of tension for accomplishment and progress, and the tension
tolerance is proportionate to intellectual
capacity.
The tendency is not, as Freud and
others have theorized, to get rid of
tension, but rather to maintain an
optimum of tension,
In the preceding paragraphs an intellectual and emotional milieu has been
outlined, with its advantages for the
gifted child. But the purpose of a preacademic school is more_ inclusive.
America needs an elite! The American
population is only semi-literate. Few
can interpret what they read. Business
and party leaders use this shortcoming
to their own advantage. The public is

PIECES OF A BROKEN VASE
(Continued from Page 6)
sulting triangular space.
“I’m sorry, Bill,” he said indifferently,
“but that’s the way things are right
now.”

Prof. W. Jonathon Coyle leaned forward, “But why? What have I done?
What have I said?”
Smathers grunted impatiently, dropped
his hands, traced the joints where the

panels met on the ceiling. “You know
as well as I do, Bill. We have received

reports that your teachings are heretical,

being swamped with communications,

undemocratic, and Lord knows what
else.”

most of which contain disguised persua-

“Heretical! Undemocratic!” Coyle
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hooted. “When? Show me examples.”
Smathers rummaged dismally through
his clutter of papers. He and Coyle had
been friends for years. It was a shame
to have to release him, but, then again,

he always had had these crazy ideas.
Frankly, Smathers was surprised that
the whole thing had not crystalized before this. He cleared his throat, scanning a sheaf of papers.
“For example, you have denied the

existence of God and have said that
man was the only object worthy of
worship.”
“Never!”
‘And you stated that democracy was
a useless pastime.”
“Lord.” Coyle glared, open mouthed,
visibly stunned by this gross injustice.
Smathers stared questioningly at him.
Coyle closed his mouth, shook his head.
“You don’t believe that, do you, Martin?”
“It’s not a question of my believing
it. Nor of the Board believing it.” He
sighed and straightened himself in his
leather chair, “It is a question of what
the students believe; of what they will
interpret from what you say in your
classes.”
Coyle rocked back and forth. “Incredible.” He bolted to his feet and
spread his hands on the desk. “What I
teach isn’t radical, It’s conservative. I
have undermined nothing. I have merely
stressed that man has to come to an
understanding, a full understanding, of

himself before he can ever hope to avert

war. As for my words on democracy...”
He shrugged, paced the room. “Hell,
Martin, you know as well as I do that
there is plenty at fault with our government. And all of Communism isn’t com-

world peace.”
Smathers re-pyramided his fingers.
‘Pm not denying what you say, Bill.
Nor am I supporting it. But these are
crucial times we live in, Bill. At any
moment, we might be plunged into
total war. And you cannot, simply can-

not, go around telling our students that
what they are going to fight for—democracy and freedom and all our ideals
—isn’t worth a hoot in hell.”
“Is it?” Coyle demanded.
Smathers ignored him, continued
from where he was interrupted. “For
this reason, I suggest that you take an
extended leave of absence.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Then,” Dean Smathers sighed, “you

had better file your resignation before
the Board meets, to save face.”
*

*

*

Ordinarily, Donohue would have let
the bum keep on sleeping. As long as
bums minded their own business and

stayed out of trouble, Donohue never
bothered to notice them. But, this par-

ticular bum’s leg had slipped off the
curb and was now extended into the
street, and it was Donohue’s duty to

maintain the traffic and protect the
lives of all, wasn’t it?
“C’mon,

bum,”

Donohue

barked,

prodding the derelict awake with his
night stick. “Get a move on.”
The tramp rolled over, moaning and
slobbering. “Gway.”
“C’mon, c’mon. I haven’t got all day,”
Donohue grumbled. “Getchaself outa
here”
Willie hunched his back. “----,’ he
dribbled.
“Dammit, you can’t sleep here on

pletely bad. We have to overcome our

the streets.” Donohue prodded a bit
more viciously. “Now getthahell going!”

tribal instincts before we can think of

Willie scrabbled slowly to his feet,
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stood swaying to and fro, saliva glistening in his stubble. “Big tough guy.
Knowalot, doncha?”

Donohue gave him a shove, aiming
him for the nearest alley where the bum
would not be so noticeable. ‘““Gwan, git.
Quit dirtying up our streets.”
Our streets. Yours and his and everybody else’s. But not mine. I don’t want
your stinking streets.
Willie sat in the doorway, rearranging his newspapers and, frequently,
rubbing the sore spot on his back where
the cop had jabbed him. He glowered
at the receding blue back and his eyes

the basic belief in man’s dignity and
God’s love. It sees graft, dishonesty, cor-

ruption, and perversion, but it does not
wallow in them or present them as good.
It sees that “in some far century...
the heathen shall return . . . books be
all their weapons and ink be on their
hands...” and “man made a halfwit...” But although the “sky grows
darker yet . . .” do you have “faith
without hope?”

Although “as a naked man I go
through the desert, sore afraid,” God
is at the end of the desert.

flickered, momentarily, with some deepJown passion. Not with hate, not with

avarice, not with hostility. Not even with
revenge. But with disgust ...
The noon day sun had crossed the
street, hiding itself behind the build-

MISS JULIE
(Continued from Page 9)
with her, In return for their generosity
she cooks and launders and “runs” the
house for them—rather, she steers it

ings and throwing the doorway into a
prudent darkness. Willie folded his
body into a shapeless huddle and, just
before dozing off again, chuckled mirth-

for them, on a straight and true course.
Out of her household money each week
she puts back a small amount into an

lessly.

day, is her casket fund. I was both

. and pity.

MODERN POETRY
(Continued from Page 7)
“anyone lived in a pretty how town,”
of the “blackguard who made the
earth,” and of our “long fool’s errand
to the grave.”
Now that we have presented the dismal and rather overwhelming side of

old coffee can. This, she told me one
shocked and amused, but Miss Julie

was neither. She frowned at me and said
sternly, “What kind of a woman do you
think I’d be to be loadin’ me sisters,
God bless ‘em, with the job of puttin’

me remains in the ground without a
cent to do it with?”
If, in the years ahead of me, my
spirit becomes bruised and battered and

rubbed raw in the struggle to live from
day to day, and I begin to lose my first

modern poetry, let us admit that it is

fresh enthusiasm and to turn against

not all like the above paragraphs have
stated. There is still poetry that expresses noble sentiments and _inspira-

the world as being too cold and bleak,
I will need only to see Miss Julie,

tional ideas. This poetry has also to its
merit its realism. It recognizes that mod-

ern life can be rather bitter and nihilistic-provoking; however, it holds on to

swathed to the nose in sweaters, shawls
and cape, her hat clamped squarely on

her white hair, her blue eyes peering
cheerfully out at me as she clumps resolutely through the snow on her way to
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early Mass on a winter morning, to feel
strength return to me in full force.
Somehow I am certain that a world
which holds people like this valiant lady

cannot be altogether hopeless.
I fully expect to see her in Heaven
as unchanged as she is today, walking
erectly down the golden streets of Paradise, her hat firmly on her head as

always. And St. Peter will have to keep
a sharp eye on her or she will be attempting to solve the problems of even
the condemned souls by thinking up a
way to get them into Heaven.
That’s Miss Julie.

Case quietly chuckled, occasionally
added something of his own.
An hour later, Robin buttonholed

Shag near one of the pin-ball machines.
Shag was hesitant, but he finally promised to pass the word along. He did
admirably.
Case moved to a booth, takinga pile
of typing paper with him and began
sketching anew. Robin moved in beside
him.

Case stopped drawing and looked up.
“Care to go to a show with me tomorrow
night?”
“Love

to,’

Robin’

smiled,

and

thought, Thanks, Shag.

“Who are you and where do I find
you?” He had a funny way of running
the words together and saying them all
in the same tone.

PART ONE
(Continued from Page 11)

laughed.

“Bobbie McCarthy,” Robin answered,

“Cute, isn’t he?”

Robin nodded. “Who is he?”
“Friend of Shag’s, I guess,” Nora re-

plied. “He came in about an hour ago.
Shag practically went ape when he saw
him.” She pulled her sweater tighter
and pressed her hair back along her
temples. “But he’s kinda quiet. He's
been here an hour and he hasn’t asked
me to dance with him.”
“Mn.” Robin cocked her eyebrow and
smiled to Nora. “Perhaps you’re not his
type.” She walked away. Nora shrugged
and went back to the juke box.
There was an empty seat beside Case
and she wiggled onto it. And waited.
Case was too busy sketching another
face.
“Hi,” she said,
“Hi,” he said, not looking up from
his pencil.
She

finished

her

coke,

and

Case

“and I’ll be right here.”
Case nodded, “Seven-thirty?”
“Fine.”
He nodded again and went back to
his drawing. He said nothing more to
her and, when he left, walked out word-

lessly,
Robin was annoyed and interested.
For the first time, she seemed to be on

the attacking side while the opposition
was playfully parrying with her, He had
failed to notice her and, what was

worse, showed no signs of wanting to
follow up Shag’s suggestion that he date
her. She had the uncomfortable feeling that she was a pawn in Case’s intricate game. She was quite accustomed
to being treated with hostility or passion, but to be treated with amusement

was an idea which she was not completely sure she relished.

finished his doodling to the awesome
exclamation of Shag. Shag began re-

was completely indifferent, but, judging

counting “when we had that band” and

from

It was possible, of course, that Case
his

controlled

softness,

Robin
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doubted this. And if Case was playing
with her, then he definitely had a goal
in mind. So, if he wanted her, Robin
decided, he could darn well come and

get her.
It was past nine when she entered
Shag’s Room, expecting to find a certain fuming artist. Not finding him,
she reasoned that he had given up waiting and had left. She smiled to herself
coyly and located Shag.
‘Did Case leave, Shag?’ She felt
slightly ridiculous for asking.
Shag blinked. ‘Case? He hasn’t even
been here.”
Robin stepped back, Case had neither
wanted her nor waited for her. She
turned around, feeling empty and lost.

Her little plan had been sheer folly,
utterly useless. Case had simply not
been interested in her. She ran her fingers through her end curls. She felt
she had no purpose, no reason for existing, and sharply cut off her thoughts.
Love?
She headed for the door, the music

and laughter no longer a part of her

world,
A voice said, “Hi, baby. You ready,

now?”
She looked up. “Hello, Hobarth.”
Why not? There was no such thing as
a shining knight, anyways. There was
only an aching hole left.
Hobarth grinned viciously and pulled
himself out of the booth. “Now you
know what’s good,” he hissed and took

her arm.
Robin recoiled. No, she thought. Better to live in a dream than not at all.
She pulled her arm loose.
“The hell?” Hobarth grunted.

“Damn,” Hobarth muttered. “I know

what I want and I’m taking it.” He
grabbed Robin by the arm and spun
her about.
“Take it easy, Hobarth,” Shag warned.
“Stay out of this,’ Hobarth spat. He

stood a good head taller than Shag and
bulged where Shag only had tautness.
Robin bit her lip as Hobarth led her,
roughly, to the door. Shag worked his
jaw. It was none of his business and,
besides, he was not going to get his
face shoved in for anyone.
Goodbye, shining knight, Robin
whispered. The darkness outside was a
sweaty blanket. Hobarth’s grip on her
arm was a vise.
Then, suddenly, Hobarth was no
longer clutching her, but was stooped

over, emitting whoosing sounds. There
was a popping crack and Hobarth’s head
came rocketing upward. He staggered
back, into the light of the hangout, and
Case plowed into his solar _plexis.
Hobarth doubled over and went shock
stiff as Case chopped him at the base
of his skull.
Shag whistled emphatically and_began filling a pitcher with water.
Case flexed his fingers experimentally.
Hobarth remained on the floor, gurgling
and choking.
“Sorry I’m late,” Case said to Robin.

Only the hard lines around his eyes

revealed any emotion. “Still care to go
to that show?”
Robin sighed and nodded. Case extended his hand and she clasped it.
“Where have you been?” Robin asked.

Case smiled that warmly soft smile.
“I thought that you might be playing
a game with me. Wanted to give you

“I’m not going with you,” Robin said
softly. She whirled around and walked

time to decide one way or another.”
Robin frowned. “But why did you

back to the fountain bar.

think I was playing a game?”

ay
“Stab in the dark,’ Case laughed

quietly.
Robin stared wonderingly at him. “I
have the strangest impression that you
can read my mind.”
Case shrugged his eyebrows. ‘‘Could
be.” He opened the door of his car for
her. From the noises in the hangout,

Hobarth was just coming around. Robin
glanced back and then at Case.
“Do you know what you are?” she
teased. “You’re a puppy dog who has
swallowed a firecracker. I keep expecting you to explode.”
Case put his hands on her cheeks
and touched her lips with his thumbs.
“Is that so?”
Hello, shining knight, Robin whis-

pered.

Parador
by THERESE E. GEIS

So rich with variant beauty is our earth
That, knowing it to be in sorry truth
A place of banishment to chasten us,
I wonder why Our God, in kindly ruth,
Should deck our prison in such loveliness
That we mind not the length of our
duress?
I think that He, being Father well as
Judge,
So moved to pity at our earned plight,

Must needs, by love compelled, temper

AN OCCUPATIONAL HAZARD
(Continued from Page 15)
he put them back on he said, “I’m sur-

prised that you have not been here before. Your records show that you’ve been
here nearly a year, and this is your
first visit to my office, and I might add,
even your first visit to the chapel. ’m
sorry that it took such dire circumstances
for you to come here.”
“All I want to do is get married,
Father. Will you do it?” He wasn't
going to be shaken from his course.
“Sounds like you’re going to start that
same old stuff.” He slumped forward a
bit to recite ‘“‘‘Military personnel will
not consort with indigenous females.’
You want to hear something funny?
Well, just last week I finally found out
what indigenous meant. And all the
time I thought it was a dirty word or
something.”
“It’s a cautious word, and it sounds

formal and stiff, but that’s the way
military organizations are run.” The

His wrath,

And with the moon of hope light our
dark night;
So blent His justice is with tenderness,
He cannot chastise us without. caress.

HOW TO BE A CRITIC
(Continued from Page 13)

dedicated himself to preserve. He therefore has a duty to bring himself back
to their level by imposing certain handicaps upon his sensitive and critical
faculties—for instance, by getting drunk
before he forms any opinions. Of course,
it is by far better if one begins with a
natural handicap and develops himself
upward to the level of his followers by
diligent application. Thus, perhaps the
man best fitted to become a critic of
French poetry is one who cannot read
French; and likewise, it is advisable for
a prospective art critic to be, if not

blind, at least color-blind.
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priest saw that he was not reaching his
audience and changed his attack. “You're
young, Leo, you think you want te
marry this girl, and you also imagine
that we’re all in a conspiracy to stop
you. But you’d really be a stupid fool
to rush—”
“Oh hell, Father, you think you know
it all,’ Newmark interrupted with a
tone of disgust. He got up from his
chair and moved toward the door. “I’ve
heard all this before, and I think Id

do better if I left now. You’re not gonna
help me anyway. Bet you wouldn’t even
if I was one of those guys who always
honey around the chapel.”
The priest was quickly on his feet.
“Wait private!” he commanded. “There
is one more thing before you go. You
neglected to tell me, but I’m going to
tell you. I think that in all fairness I
should, because it had very direct bearing on this case.”
Leo stood with his hand on the knob.
“What's that?”
“I know for a fact that you have
been in cohabitation with this girl for
several months now. That is another
of those military terms that bother you
so much, but I think you know what
this one means.” The priest was getting
better control now that the other man
was off guard. “And I think you know
that you were not her first. If you don’t,

you're a fool. Yet you keep on—”
“You done? I’m leaving whether you
are or not.” Newmark slammed the door
behind him.
The snow was gradually losing heart
as Leo made his way down the street,
yet now and then there were still round
faces with almond-shaped eyes at the
windows hoping to enjoy it fora little

cursed the mud which the melting snow
had caused, He didn’t seem to troublt
himself to figure out why the street
was mudded, for he added, ‘““This whole

stinking place is out to get me. Slop
every damn place.”
At a brown, nondescript hovel, a

hovel among many, he stopped and
stooped to untie his shoes. He took them
off, placed them in the cubical alcove’

which served as an entrance to the
house, and then as if he were very much
at home, he walked over to and began

warming his hands by a low brazier
that stood in the center of the spotless
hardwood floor.
‘““Makiyo, dozo irasshai,” he called to

a rustling behind the sliding door to
ihe other room. “I want to talk to you,

Makiyo.’
‘Mo sukoshi matte kudassi,” a girl
answered. “I dress now.” In either language the voice was warm and stirring,
but when speaking her own tongue the
tone more closely approached that of a
viol,

which under skilled hands

was

singing a vibrant, pulsating melody. It
was the kind of voice that seemed capable of saying only the most wonderful
things; even her everyday conversation
could thrill the listener.
Or as one of the men in Newmark’s
company had observed, “Leo, your girl
has got a damn sexy voice.” Of all the
remarks passed about the girl, that was
by far the least offensive; nearly everyone felt it his duty to voice his opinion
of Newmark’s “beloved prostitute.” Leo
put every reference to Makiyo down as
evidence of jealousy, because that was'
the word he used when answering the
cracks.
Regularly and pointedly the badger-

while more. When he turned into a

ing came from both the enlisted men

narrow land between two houses Leo

and the officers. The latter, as was to

aT
be expected, made their criticism subtler,

make now.” She put a bulb-like copper

and supposedly it had the higher impli-

kettle filled with water on the brazier,

cations in view. In the barracks, on the

and scurried to fetch a jar of P.X. in-

other hand, though many times disguised as humor, is where the real test
came. Several times Leo had to fight.

stant coffee. She then set out a beauti-

Words couldn’t save him, but his fists

could get him temporary relief. He lost
the few friends he had that way. He
didn’t seem to care. “Mind your own
business from now on,” was his com-

ment. “I’m old enough to know my
way around,”
The girl murmured something softly
as she slid back the door. Her perfume,
which was delicate and personal, not

unlike bay leaves, came into the room
before her own graceful entrance. The
western-style housecoat was much too
roomy for her, and this gift of Leo’s
made her all the more charming. As she
came near him, shining black hair, cut

becomingly short, framed her comely
iace, which wore a smile of womanly

contentment and serenity.
“Leo-San, you come early,” she said.

“I be in bed when I hear you.”
“It’s

not very

early,”

he

observed

still in his former mood, “I been up a
long time already.”

ful

demi-tasse,

which

was

decorated

with pine branches,

‘“Makiyo, there is something I want
to tell you.’”” Newmark was squated on
the floor near the brazier. He watched
her go about her simple task. “Let that
damn pot alone a minute. It’ll boil by
itself. Listen to me.”
“I hear,” she said, but she obediently
stopped and turned her amazingly expressive eyes on him, “What you want
to tell?”
“Remember when I told you we were
gonna get married? Well, we ain’t. I
mean we ain’t for a while yet. Just found
that out today.”
“Oh,” she said quietly. She began to
measure out the powdered coffee.
“Well, don’t you want to know why?”
“You tell me if you want me to

know,” she answered.
“Those jealous rats are sending me
to Korea. I have to leave first thing tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow.” It seemed that she was
merely affirming the fact. She passed

“Your face, it is red. Is it cold out-

him the coffee, but it was clear that

side?” She reached up to touch her
fingers to his cheek. “I saw snow from
window.”
For the first time that day Leo smiled.
It was a wan smile, and the girl looked

her thoughts’ were elsewhere, for. she
nearly missed his outstretched hand.
“Look what you are doing, Makiyo.”
He scolded her back to reality.
“I sorry. Gomen kudassai,” she said

at him curiously.

“Don’t you like the snow, Leo-San?
It is so pretty. Japanese like to see.”
She made little gestures with her delicate hands to indicate drifting flakes.

as she eased herself down next to him.

“Leo-San, what we do?” Usually she
never questioned him about anything,
for like the women of her world, she

“Gomen kudassai,” she said. “I fool.

was accustomed to being told that which
was necessary for her to know and nothing more.
“What do you mean? It’s simple. We

I know you like, and I not make. I

just don’t get married till I get back,

“Didn’t notice it. Couldn’t be much
of a snow. Got any coffe around?”
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that’s all. It won’t be long. You'll see.”
He added the last because she seemed
once more to slip off into a reverie.
“What’s the matter, kodomo?” he chided

her as one woulda child.
When she returned her attention to
him her eyes mirrored the wisdom of
women from all ages; the knowledge
shown in them the female posses in
common with every other. “Leo-San,”
she paused to let the words come. “You
say you love me. You say takusan time.
Neber do I ask for anything.” She
lowered her voice as well as her eyes
now, but she was not pleading. “I want

you to find G.I. to keep me here. When
you come back I tell him go.” She continued quickly before he could interrupt. “Listen, I want to tell you what
you neber know.”
“Makiyo, shut up will you?’ he
shouted at her.
She put her fingers over his protest.
“I know what I promise. I must break
promise. Not same now. Two time I
wait for G.I. come back. Neber send
money. Stop letter. Makiyo get hungry.
She get cold. Neber again. You always
good to me. I always do what you want,
but you catch G.I. for me, or I not stay
here. I go where you neber find.”
Leo jumped up glowering down at
her. ““What the hell are you saying, you
stupid woman?” he shouted. “You talk
like you want me to rent you out. What
the hell would that make me look like?”
“When you come back, I tell G.I. to

go. I tell you that before.” She appeared
mildly incredulous at his attitude. “I
no have to leave then.”
“No! Dammit. I want to marry you.
Don’t you understand what I mean?

Marry!”
“I marry you when you come back.
Now you get me G.I.”

“You want to be a common old prostitute? That’s what everybody will say.
That’s what you will be.”
She finally stood to face him. “I be
one when you meet me. That not so
bad. You no care when you meet me.
Why you care now?” Then in her first
show of any great emotion she suddenly
spat out her words. “You no love me.
I want you go. Neber come back.”
The snow had stopped when he
turned onto the main street, but the

children were still there and intent on
some gleeful new game. They did not
stop their play this time when he came
near. He idly surveyed them as he
walked. “Have a good time kids,” he
mumbled half audibly. “An’ try your
damndest not to grow up. It’s no fun.”

reuletion
by CLARE CALLAHAN

With a whisk and a whiff
I'll scale yon cliff
And scampering high
I'll merit the sky.
For the measured pace
Rarely wins the race.
With flare and flourish

Like whirling dervish
The weary wing
On high Ill fling
To reap the coveted
Midnight Bed
And safe, eternal slumber...
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